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POEMS 

FOUNDED ON WELSH STORY. 



THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 

I called on the sun in his noonday height, 

• By the power and spell a wizard gave : 
Hast thou not found with thy searching light 
The island monarch's grave ? 

" I smile on many a lordly tomb, 

Where death is marked by trophies fair : 
I pierce the dim aisle's hallowed gloom, 

King Arthur sleeps not there." 



B 
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THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 

I watched for the night's most lovely star, 
And by that spell, I bade her say, 

If she had been, in her wanderings far, 
Where the slain of Gamlan lay. 

" Well do I love to shine upon 

The lonely cairn on the dark hill's side ; 
And I weep at night o'er the brave ones gone, 

But not o'er Briton's pride." 

I bent o'er the river, winding slow 

Through tangled brake and rocky bed ; 

Say, do thy waters moaning flow 
Beside the mighty dead ? 

The river spake through the stilly hour. 

In a voice like the deep wood's evening sigh 

** I am wandering on mid shine and shower, 
But that grave I pass not by." 
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THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 3 

I bade the winds their swift course hold, 
As they gwept in their strength the mountain's 
breast : 
" Ye have waved the dragon banner's fold ; 
Where does its chieftain rest ? " 

There came from the winds a murmured note, 
" Not ours that mystery of the world ; 

But the dragon banner yet shall float 
On the mountain breeze unfurled." 

Answer me then, thou ocean deep, 

Insatiate gulf of things gone by, 
In thy green halls does the hero sleep ? 

And the wild waves made reply : 

" He sleeps not in our sounding cells. 

Our coral beds with jewels pearled ; 
Not in our treasure-depths it dwells. 
That mystery of the world. 

B 2 
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THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 

Long must the island monarch roam, 

The noble heart, and the mighty hand ; 

But we shall bear him proudly home, 
To his father's mountain land." 



Note. — **None of the bards of Arthur's time that survived 
his fall have any historical notice of his interment ; whilst, on 
the contrary, Taliesin distinctly alludes to it as a mystery of 
the world." — Cambrian Plutarch. 

* * Taliesin had foretold that when Arthur should return from 
the land of spirits, the Saxons should be driven out of the whole 
island." — Review of Thierry's Norman Conquest. 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

" Which shaU I first bewail, 
Thy bondage or lost sight ; 
Prison within prison 
Inseparably dark." — Milton, 

** He the love 
Of many hearts ! the fondly reared, the fair, 
Gladdening all eyes to see, and fettered there." 

Mrs. Hemans, 

Slowly the evening shadows fall 

Oh yonder dungeon's noisome wall ; 

Unmark'd they fall ; those captives pale 

No more may see the daylight fail ; 

The vengeful Saxon's savage might 

Has spoiled those once fair orbs of light ; 

Youthful and lovely are the pair 

Who droop in hopeless darkness there ; 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

Not fourteen summers' suns have shed 

Their lustre on that fair bo/s head, 

And scarce more manly is the face 

Of yon tall youth, whose faltering pace 

Betrays the anguish, still and deep. 

That longs, but is ashamed, to weep. 

Sudden he checks his short career, 

Cadwallon's moan has reached his ear ; 

He takes his harp, and sadly sings. 

And faintly strikes the yielding strings ; 

How changed its tone, since the young minstrel's 

hand 
Waked the wild echoes of his mountain land. 

" Oh ! dark and cheerless is the tomb, 
And dark and drear the dungeon's gloom, 
And dark the deepening shades that lie 
On age's dim and closing eye ; 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

Yet to the tomb's lone dweller clings 
No memory fond of brighter things ; 
To cheer the captive's tedious day 
Some wandering sunbeam finds its way ; 
The aged make but little moan, 
For those they cared to see are gone ; 
But woe for youthful eyes, whose light 
Is quenched in dull and hopeless night ; 
And youthful hearts, that pining dwell 
Within the captive's dreary cell ; 
It would not still my ceaseless pain 
To watch the sunlight gild my chain ; 
I only crave one minute's space 
To see my own Cadwallon's face. 
Alas ! I feel thy burning tears 

My trembling harp-chords steep ; 
Thy stifled wail is in my ears, 

Sweet brother, do not weep. 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

Thy slender fingers' clammy grasp 
Affrights me, as its thrilling clasp 
From my firm hold seems half to glide. 
As our lost mother's, ere she died ; 
Oh ! I have yet one woe to fear, 
My brother, do not leave me here. 
Cheer thee, my dear one, Owain's hand 
Has hurled the tyrant from his land, 
And bravely will our Cymry fight 
To free us from the tyrant's might. 
Cheer thee ; we yet shall tread together^ 
Unfettered on the springing heather, 
And joy to hear the morning lark, 
Although to us the mom be dark ; 
Not our's to gaze o'er land and deep, 
From old Eryri's mountain steep ; 
But standing free and chainless there, 
'Twere life to quaff the mountain air. 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

And though the blessed sun may shine, 
Unheeded on these senseless eyne, 
Warmly his cheering rays shall fall 
On limbs benumbed with lingering thrall ; 
For us the toioon will shed no light, 

But o*er our hearts will creep 
The holy still of hushing night — 

Sweet brother, do not weep. 



What, though our fairy bark shall glide 
No more along the river's tide. 
We'll listen, as our halls it laves. 
To the glad melody of waves ; 
We may not follow hawk or hound. 
But leaning on some shady mound, 
We'll laugh, as Echo, floating by, 
Mimics the jovial hunter's cry. 
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O THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. 

Thus calm and still may pass our life, 

Far from the frenzied joy of strife ; 

But we will frame undying lays, ' 

To sing our own fair Gw)niedd's praise, 

To tell how Owain's sword of might 

Gleams like a meteor in the fight ; 

How Rhiin, the gentle and the brave. 

Too early filled a hero's grave. 
And not inglorious is the doom 
Of him, whose songs defy the tomb, 
And long to aftertimes may tell 
How Gwynedd's warriors fought and fell. 
Now, may all loved and holy things 

Be round my brother's sleep ; 
And blessings on my wild harp's strings, 

For thou hast ceased to weep." 

Note. — ** Henry II, foiled in his vigorous attack on the 
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THE SONG OF RHYS AP OWAIN. II 

independence oC Wales, in a barbarous ebullition of revenge, 
caused his Welsh Hostages (among whom were the two sons of 
Owain Gwynedd) to be immediately deprived of sight" — 
Cambrian Plutarch, 
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12 



THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

" Who spake of brotherhood ? who spake of love ? " 

Shakspeate, 

Tis Autumn ; on Caermarddyn's woods 

A few wan leaves are ling'ring still — ^the last ; 
And dismally the spoiled trees 
Are wailing in the evening breeze, 

As if they mourned their Summer glories past. 
Oh saddening season ! thou dost bring 

Home thy trite moral to the weary heart ; 
And some, who slight thy lessons old, 
When first they see thy tinging gold, 

I^am their deep truth, ere thy last leaf depart. 

Night's shadows deepen fast around, 

But there is light in Dinevor's princely towers, 
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THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 1 3 

And revelry and minstrel string. 

Oh, conscience ! can they blunt thy sting ? 

Or doth it slumber in the festal hours ? 
Not with the revel bides my lay ; 

I seek a dungeon desolate and chill, 
Where Dinevor's lord, with fetters bound, 
Lies helpless, stretched upon the ground ; 

Only his haughty spirit chainless still. 



Calmly the warrior lies, and listens 

To the swoln river's ceaseless wail ; 
Or watches where a lovely moonbeam glistens. 

On some foul reptile's loathsome trail. 
And still at intervals, a far off tone 

Of festal music, in the distance dying. 
Blends with the stream's hoarse din a sadder moan, 

Than e'en the night wind's hollow sighing. 
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14 ^ THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

He looks and listens, till each anxious sense 

Overwearied yields to fancy's vague dominion ; 
Then, far away his spirit strays 
To other scenes and brighter days, 

On sleep's untiring pinion. 
The moon's pale beam he sees no more ; 
The day-beam gilds Morganwg*s shore, 
Where, spreading wide as eye may trace, 

Are helmet, shield, and glistening lance ; 
And many an old familiar face 

Meets joyously his searching glance ; 
And proudly on a hillock near 

He sees his own broad bann^ fly ; 
The river's murmur in his ear. 

Has deepened to a battle cry ; 
His hand is on his charger's mane — 
He springs — alas ! that galling chain 
Has dragged him back to earth again. 
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THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 1 5 

Away the blissful dream has flown, 
And leaning on his couch of stone, 
To lure it back he vainly tries ; 
While darker thoughts unbidden rise, 
And into wild conjectures flow. 
Of who may be the hidden foe, 
That holds him thus in ling'ring thrall. 
And lords it in his father's hall. 
Sudden he starts — Ho ! is he dreaming still ? 
Or did a light touch on his eyelids thrill ? 
No ; 'twas no dream ; for now, distinct and near, 
A gentle voice falls softly on his ear : 
** Father, 'tis Howel tails — awake ! 
This file will soon thy fetters break. 
'Tis done — and quickly must we flee — 
Tread lightly — speak not — follow me." 
He is obeyed, the captive waits 
No second bidding to be free ; 
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1 6 THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

Silent they pass the ponderous gates, 

Which yield before a master-key. 
They tread with cautious steps and slow 
A vaulted passage, long and low ; 
Then mount a steep and broken stair, 
And breathe once more the upper air. 
One moment's pause the chieftain made to raise 
His eyes to heaven in mute, but fervent praise ; 
Breathed one brief blessing on that young bright head, 
And onward through the forest's depths they sped. 
Silent awhile, as lost in anxious thought, 
Until Prince Hhys by varied questions sought 
From his bewildering doubts to l^eak ; 

But still the youth unwillingly replied, 
As if his mind was less on what he spake 

Than something that he fain would hide ! 
'* Twere tedious now," he said, "to tell 
How my captivity befell ; 
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THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 1 7 

But never through its dreary space 
Did I behold my keeper's face. 
A bondsman, who of old was ours, 
And still has dwelt in Dinevor's towers, 
Grateful for ancient kindness, gave 
Our freedom, though himself a slave." 
" Thou know'st not then our secret foe ? 
It matters not ; for we shall know. 
When soon we grapple in the strife. 
Strong hand to hand, and life for life. 
Then Howel, at thy father's side 
Thou'lt boldly stem the battle's tide." 
" No father, no ; the battle's roar 
Shall rouse this sinking heart no more ; 
No more my throbbing breast shall swell 

To see thy pennon proudly fly ; 
To count my beads in monkish cell. 

Were fitter doom for such as I." 

c 
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1 8 THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

" For such as thou ! what, fair and young, 
And from a tribe of heroes sprung ? 
Degenerate boy ! and thou would'st dwell 
Inglorious in a convent cell ? 
I loved thee, that, of all my race, 
Thou only wor'st thy mother's face ; 
And now, it shames my age to find 
Thou bear'st a woman's feeble mind." 
He paused in wrath ; but no reply 
Was given, save one heartbroken sigh, 
That smote upon the father's ear. 
As if some deep distress were near. 
" Nay, nay, I felt thy trembling hand 

And marked thy weak uncertain tread, 
And know full well their iron band 

Hath bound my darling's youthful head ; 
But deemed not aught that hate could do 
Might crush the daring spirit too. 
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THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 1 9 

Yet grieve not for my hasty word, 
Thou wast but now a cagfed bird, 
With drooping crest and ruffled wing,* 
Tis all too soon to bid thee sing ; 
And thou wilt tell another tale, 
When peals our war-cry on the gale ; 
But rest we her*e awhile," he said : 
They halted in a forest glade. 



Twas a fair scene : the moonlight strayed 

Among the leafless branches round. 
And o*er the stripling's ringlets played, 

And eyes, for ever bent upon the ground. 
Bright on the warrior's silvered locks it fell, 

And poured a lustre, holy and sublime, 
On the dark brow, where care had mimicked well 

The deeply graven characters of time. 

c 2 
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20 THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

" My son, to me this wintry air 

Seems laden with the spring's perfume ; 
And yon bright moon shines doubly fair, 

In eyes long strained through prison gloom." 
Young Howel sighed, and murmured low 
In broken accents, faltering, slow : 
" Dear father, while I hear thee speak 

I seem to feel the moonlight ray 
Fall softly on my burning cheek. 

And chase its fever-flush away ; 
And I rejoice that our unpitying foe 

Wreaked not his fiercest cruelty on thee ; 
But look on these unlighted orbs, and know 

Midnight and noon alike are dark for me." 

With firm-clenched teeth and stifled breath. 

Cheek, lip, and brow as marble pale, 
Vnd limbs that stiffen as in death. 

The chieftain hears that whispered tale. 
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THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 2 1 

And at its close, with flashing eye, 

Raises his strong arm to the sky. 

As he would bid heaven's vengeance speed 

On him who wrought so foul a deed. 

By some unerring instinct taught 

It seems, the sightless one hath caught 

That unseen gesture's menace stem. 

For, springing from his couch of fern, 

Ere rage and hate can utterance find. 

Around his sire his arms are twined ; 

Wildly he gasps (while each deep tone 

Anguish and terror smother), 
" My father — curse him not — thine own ; 

Oh God ! he is my brother." 

Be hushed my song— chief of an ill-starred line, 
Too weak the lay for griefs so dark as thine. 

Note. — Maelgwn, son of Rhys, Prince of South Wales, put 
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22 THE DELIVERANCE OF RHYS. 

out the eyes of his brother Howel, and fearing his father's 
vengeance, made him a prisoner; but Rhys, by means of 
Howel, escaped from Maelgwn's prison. 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

** It may be bowed 
With woes far heavier than the ponderous tomb 
That weighed upon her gentle dust, a cloud 
Might gather o'er her beauty, and a gloom 
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom 
Heaven gives its favourites — early death." 

ChUde Harold. 

" Oh Gwynedd fast thy star declineth, 

Thy name is gone, thy rights invaded, 
And hopelessly the strong oak pineth, 

Where the tall sapling faded ; 
The mountain eagle idly cowers 

Beside his slaughtered young ; 
Our sons must bow to other powers, 

Must learn a stranger tongue. 
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24 THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

Pride — valour — freedom, treasures that have been- 
Do they all slumber in the grave of Rh{in?" 

Thus sad and slow the murmurs spread 

Round Owain's stately walls, 
While he a mourner o'er the dead 

Sate lonely in his halls ; 
And not the hardiest warrior there 

Unpit)ang might blame 
The reckless frenzy of despair 

Which shook that iron frame ; 
Eyes, that had coldly gazed on woman's grief, 
Wept o'er the anguish of their stem old chief 

Not all unheard those murmurs passed, 

They reached a lady's bower. 
Where meekly drooped beneath the blast 

Proud Gwynedd's peerless flower ; 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAI>r. 

And she, the hero's widowed bride, 

Has roused her from her sorrow's spell. 

And vowed one effort shall be tried 

For that fair land he loved so well. 

There came a footstep light and lone 

To break the chieftain's solitude, 
And, bending o'er a harp's low tone, 

A form of fragile beauty stood ; 
More like the maid in fairy lay,* 

Whose very being was of flowers. 
Than creature moulded from the clay 

To dwell in this cold sphere of ours. 

Her snowy brow through dark locks gleamed, 
And long and shadowy lashes curled 

O'er ''eyes, whose deepening radiance seemed 
Caught from the light of another world ; 
• '* Flower Aspect" — See Mabinogior. 
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26 THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

And on her cheekv there was a glow, 

Like clouds that kiss the partiilg sun ; 

Death's crimson banner spread to shew 
His mournful triumph was begun 



Has grief so dulled Prince Owain's ear 
Her melody he may not hear ? 
No kindly look, or word, or token, 
His trance of wretchedness has broken. 
Yet knows she in that lonely spot . 
Her presence felt though greeted not ; 
Knows that no foot, save hers, unbidden 

Had dared to tread the living tomb, 
No other hand had waked, unchidden. 

The echoes of that sullen gloom ; 
And now her voice's gentle tone 
Blends with the harp in dirge-like moan. 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 2J 

" I mourn for Rhiin ; the spider's patient trail 
Hangs fairy cordage round his useless mail ; 
The pennon, never seen to yield, 

Bends in the light breeze, idly gay, 
And rusted spear, and riven shield 
Tell of a warrior past away. 

I mourn for Rhiin : alas ! the damp earth lies 
Heavy and chill on those unconscious eyes ; 
Around those cold and powerless fingers 
The earthworm coils his slimy rings ; 
Above his grave the wild bird lingers. 
And many a requiem o'er it sings. 

I mourn for Rhiin : doth not the stranger tread 
With spuming foot upon his lonely bed ? 
Doth not his spirit wailing roam 

The land his dying wishes blessed ? 
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28 THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

And finds within the C)niny s home 

But the oppressor and oppressed ?" 

The minstrel pauses in her strain 

To gaze on Owain's altered brow, 

Where shame and sorrow, pride and pain. 
Are striving for the mastery now. 

Not long the pause, again she flings 

Her fingers o'er the sounding strings ; 

Moumfiilly still, yet hurriedly, 

Waking a bolder melody ; 

Her form assumes a loftier height, 

Her dark eyes flash more wildly bright, 

And the voice, that seemed on the ear to float. 

Now stirs the heart like a trumpet's note. 

" Whence is the light on my spirit cast, 

A glance of the future, a dream of the past ? 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 29 

There's a coming sound in the sheltered glen 
Like the measured tread of warlike men, 
And the mingled hum of a gathering crowd, 
And the war cry echoing far and loud. 

I hear the shields and corslets clashing, 
I see the gleam of their blue spears flashing, 
And the sim on plume-decked helmets glance. 
And the banners, that on the free wind dance, 
And the steed of the chief in his gallant array 
As he rushes to glory away — away. 

Sweep on, sweep on in your crushing might, 
Bear ye that banner o*er hill and height ; 
Sweep on, sweep on in your 'whelming wrath. 
The far-scented raven shall follow your path ; 
Let him track the step of the mountain ranger, 
And his beak shall be red with the blood of the 
stranger. 
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30 , THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

On, for the fortress, whose gloomy height 

Looks down on the valley in scornful might ; 

Leave not one stone on another to tell 

That the Saxon has dwelt where no more he shall 

dwell; 
Let the green weed o'ershadow the desolate hearth 
That has rung to the spoiler's exulting mirth. 

On ! where the strife grows fierce and high, 
Vengeance and RMn be your battle cry ! 
Star of the Cymry ! can it be 
They go to conquer, and not with thee ? 
Thy blood is on the foeman's glaive. 
My lost, my beautiful, my brave ! " 

The song has ceased, but e're its close 

The lustre from those eyes is gone. 
The cheek has lost its crimson rose, 

The voice has changed its thrilfmg tone, 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 31 



Till the last notes in murmurs die, 
Faint as the echo of a sigh. 



The task is done, the spell is cast. 

And left in silent loneliness. 
The overwrought spirit breaks at last, 

Her hands her throbbing temples press. 
And tears are gushing fast and bright, 
Down those small palms and fingers slight. 



Oh human love ; how beautiful thou art. 

Shading the ruin, clinging round the tomb. 

And ling'ring still, tho' all beside depart ; 

Can the cold sceptic, with hig creed of gloom. 

Deem that thy final dwelling is the dust, 

Thy faith but folly— nothingness thy trust ? 
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32 THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. 

The Saxon feasted high that night 

In Wyrddrug*s fortress proud, 
Where countless torches lent their light, 

And the song of mirth was loud ; 
And ruby juice of southern vine 
■ Sparkled in cups of golden shine. 

Sudden there rose a fearful cry, 
That*drowned the voice of 'revelry, 
And then a glare so fiercely bright, 
It paled the torches' waning light, 
And as its blaze more redly glowed. 

Leaving no niche or grey stone darkling, 
A deep and deadly current flowed 

To mingle with the wine cups sparkling. 

And in that triumph's 'wild'ring hour 
Of sated vengeance, grappled power, 
Owain has lost the shew of grief, 
Once more his Cymry's warlike chiet 
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THE VENGEANCE OF OWAIN. ^;^ 

With dauntless mien, he proudly stands, 
The centre of his faithful bands, 
Who gladly view the haughty brow, 
Whence care and pain seem banished now, 
And little reck what deeper lies — 
All is not joy that wears its guise — 
And not 'mid valour's trophies won, 
Can he forget his slaughtered son. 



Forget ! no ; time and absence have estrange^ 

Those who in sundered paths must tread. 
We may forget the distant or the changed, 

But not — oh ! not the dead. 
All other things, that round us come and pass. 

Some withering chance or change have proved ; 
But they still bear in memory's magic glass, 

The semblance we have loved. 
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The morning breaks all calm and bright 

On ruins stern, and bloody plain, 
Flinging her rich and glowing light 

On many a ghastly heap of slain ; 
And pure and fresh her lustre showers 

On shattered helm and dinted mail, 
As when her coming wakes the flowers 

In some peace-hallowed vale. 



But where is she, whose voice had power 

To rouse the war-storm's aw^ul might ? 
Glad eager footsteps seek her bower 

With tidings of the glorious fight ; 
On her loved harp her head is bowed. 

One slender arm still round it clings ; 
And her dark tresses in a cloud 

Are clustering o'er the silent strings. 
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They clasp her hands, they call her name, 

They bid her strike the harp once more, 
And sing of victory and fame — 

The song she loved in days of yore. 
Vain — vain ; there comes no breath or sound 

Those faded lips to sever. 
The broken heart its rest hath found. 

The harp is hushed for ever. 



Note. — The death of Rhun overwhelmed his father (Owain 
Gwynedd) with grief, from which he was only roused by the 
ravages of the English, then in possession of Mold Castle ; he 
levelled it with the ground, and, it is said, forgot his sorrow in 
his triumph. 



D 2 
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THE LEGEND OF TRWST LLYWELYN. 

Once upon a time IJywelyn was returning from a great battle 
against the Saxons, and his three sisters came down here to meet 
him ; and when they heard him coming they said, ** It is Trwst 
Llywelyn" (the sound of Llywelyn), and the place has been 
called so ever since, — Old Story. 

It is a scene of other days 

That dimly meets my fancy's gaze ; 

The moon's fair beams are glistening bright 

On the Severn's loveliest vale, 
And yonder watch tower's gloomy height 

Looks stem, in her lustre pale. 

Within that turret fastness rude 

Three lovely forms I see, 
And marvel, why in that solitude 

So fair a group should be. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE LEGEND OF TRWST LLYWELYN. 37 

I know them now, that beauteous band, 
By the broidered vest, so rich and rare. 

By the sparkling gem on the tiny hand, 
And the golden circlet in their hair, 
I know Llywelyn's sisters fair, 

The pride of Powys land : 

But the proof of lineage pure and high 

Is better far supplied. 
By the calm fair brow, and peerless eye, 

And the step of graceful pride. 

Why are the royal maidens here, 
Heedless of Saxon foemen near ? 
Their only court, the minstrel sage. 

Who wakes such thrilling sound ; 
Their train yon pretty childish page ; 
, Their guard, that gallant hound 
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They have left their brother*s princely hall 
To greet him from fight returning ; 
And hope looks out from the eyes of all, 
Though fear in their heart lies burning. 

" Now hark ! " the eldest maiden cried, 
Kind minstrel, lay thy harp aside, 

And listen here with me ; 
Did not Ll)nvelyn's bugle sound 
From off that dark and wooded mound 

You named the Gorynddii ? " 

" No, lady, no ; my master kind 

I strive in vain to hear ; 
Tis but the moaning of the wind, 

That cheats thine anxious ear." 

The second lady roused her page, 

From the peaceful sleep of his careless age : 
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** Awake, fair child, from thy happy dreams, 
Look out o'er the turret's height. 

Is it a lance that yonder gleams 

In the moonbeams blue and bright ? " 

" No, lady mine ; not on a lance 

Does that fair radiance quiver ; 
I only see its lustre dance 

On the blue and trembling river." 

The youngest and fairest maiden sits 

On the turret's highest stone, 
Like the gentle flower that flincjs its sweets 

O'er the ruin drear and lone. 

At her feet the hound is crouching, still, 

And they look so calm and fair, 
You might almost deem, by a sculptor's skill, 

They were carved in the grey stone there. • 
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A distant sound the spell hath broken, 

The lady and her hound 
Together caught the joyful token, 

And down the stair they bound. 

" 'Tis Trw^ Llywelyn ; dear sisters speed, 

Our own Llywelyn's near ; 
I know the tramp of his gallant steed, 

'Tis music to mine ear ! " 



Yes, 'twas his lance gleamed blue and bright. 
His horn made the echoes ring ; 

He is safe from a glorious field of fight, 
And his sisters round him chng. 

And Gelert lies at his master's feet, 
The page returns to his slumbers sweet, 
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The minstrel quaffs his mead, 
And sings Llywelyn's fame and power 
And " Trwst Llywelyn " names the tower 

Where they heard his coming steed. 

***** 
That tower no more o'erlooks the vale. 

But its name is unforgot, 
And the peasant tells the simple tale, 

And points to the well-known spot. 

Oh, lady moon ! thy radiance fills 

An altered scene to-night, 
All here is changed save the changeless hills, 

And the Severn rippling bright. 

We dwell in peace beneath the yoke 

That roused our fathers' spears, 
The very tongue, our fathers spoke. 

Sounds strangely in our ears. 
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But the human heart knows little change, 
'Tis woman's to watch, 'tis man's to range 

For pleasure, wealth, or fame ; 
And thou ma/st look, from thy realms above. 
On many a sister's yearning love, 

The same — still, still the same. 

Ye students grave, of ancient lore. 
Grudge not my skilless rhyme — 

One tale from tradition's ample store 
Of Cambria's olden time. 

Seek mid the hills and glens around 
For names and deeds of war ; 

And leave this little spot of ground 
A record holier far. 
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THE BRIDAL OF LLYWELYN. 

'* But then for her on the contrarie part 
Rose many advocates for her to plead : 
First then came Pittie with full tender hart, 
And with her joined regard of womanhead ; 
Then came Nobilitie of birth, that bred 
Cjreat ruth through her misfortune's tragicke stoure. 
And lastly Grief did plead, and many teares forth-poure. " 

Spencer. 

Oh, not beside the mountain stream, 

And not within the forest dell, 
Nor in the changeful cloud and gleam, 

That ever on the blue hills dwell ; 
No, never lead the light heart there 

Your saddening maxims to impress ; 
A deeper, purer joy 'twill share 

In nature's calm of loneliness. 
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But if you fain would break the spell 

That only round the young heart lies, 
And all youth's bright springs quell, 

And teach them to be sad and wise. 
Wait till they find in pleasure's train 

The dazzled eye and 'wildered brain. 
Then, while they linger on the scene, 

Where they have chased mirth's fleetest hours, 
Go, bid them life's one lesson glean 

From waning lights and withered flowers. 

But not one thought of this was traced 
On the fair brow whose beauty graced 
With eyes that mocked their jewels* sheen, 
The festal bower of England's queen.* 

There was a pause, the dance was o'er — 
The minstrelsy was heard no more. 

* Eleanor of Castile, wife of Edward T. 
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" Oh for a song to cheer us now ! " 

The gay Castilian cried — " What, mute ! 

Elinor Montfort, where art thou, 

Fair mistress of the lay and lute ? *' 

None answered. In a niche apart, 
All cold, and colourless, and fair. 

The maiden stood ; nor look, nor start 

Shewed that 'twas hers that name to bear ; 

Tho' eagerly the courtly crowd 

Echoed their queen's demand aloud. 

If sorrow e'er to form and face 
Might lend a purer holier grace — 
If e'er Tier hand so light did fall. 
It maVr'd no charm, but softened all 
Till loveliness became divine, 
Elinor Montfort, it was thine ; 
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The long black lash, the drooping lid, 

Too oft the orbs beneath them hid ; 

But when unveiled, you might have thought 

Those mournful eyes had, gazing, caught 

The summer heaven's midnight hue ; 

So dark, you scarce could call it blue. 



Unsought, unthwarted in her mood, 

In silent loneliness she stood ; 

That loneliness, most chill and drear, 

That feels most lone when crowds are near. 

It seemed she knew or heeded there 

No presence save her own despair ; 

But when her harp a damsel brought. 

And lightly touched a single chord, 
A change, more swift than e'er was wrought 

By fairy spell or magic word. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRIDAL OF LLYWELYN. 47 

Came o'er her with that well-known sound, 
And every fettered power unbound. 
With glowing cheek, and throbbing breast, 
Her small hands on the strings she pressed. 
And waked so sweet and sad a tone, 
'Twas like the night wind's passing moan ; 
She fixed her bright and troubled eye 

Upon the moon, whose lustre streamed 
From the small gothic window high, 

And on her flowing tresses beamed. 

Past thoughts, past feelings, wildly rushed 
On her full heart, in stifling throng. 

Till from her faltering lips they gushed 
In one unbroken tide of song. 

" Alas, my mother ! thou did'st weep 
Beside us, as we lay 
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In infancy's untroubled sleep, 
Or at our childish play ; 
But tearless was thy wretchedness, 
The day that made us fatherless. 

And thou did'st weep as in a dream. 
When in the twilight grey 

That vessel o'er the Loire's fair stream, 
Thy children bore away ; 

Yet went thy son in warlike pride, 

And I to be a warrior's bride. 

»• 

Are not thy tears more bitter now, 
If to thy convent home, 

Brought with some pilgrim's pious vow 
These tidings cold become ? 

If ! — oh such news are swift in flight. 

Their shadow has the speed of light. 
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Poor Emmerich ! in some stem fort 

Thy tender lunbs they bind ; 
And I, a captive, in a court 

'Mid kindred little kind. 
I'd bless my fate, whatever it be. 
If only thou wert safe and free. 

Sweet brother, 'twas a weary doom 

For one so young as thou, 
Cheering a widowed mother's gloom 

With thy unclouded brow, 
And checking still thy wildest glee. 
From one sad look from her or me. 

And yet, my brother, at this hour, 

How blithely would'st thou stand 

Once more within my mother's bower 
In our own sunny land ; 

£ 
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And hear the deep-toned vesper bell 
Among its echoes lingering dwell. 

And there was one, whose glance of light 
Broke on our tranquil dream, 

Waking, in ripples brief and bright, 
Our life's unvaried stream, 

Our father's champion, clearly proved. 

Dearly our father's orphans loved. 

E'en now, perchance, the eagle-eyed 
From his own hills may be 

Far, far across the ocean tide 
In fond vain search for me ; 

He, too, must know the pang, the gird, 

The sickened heart of hope deferred. 

He told us of the dark blue hills 
That clasp his father's land, 
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Its slumbVing lakes, its gushing rills, 

Its wild and rocky strand ; 
And oh ! though France was dear before, 
I love those unseen mountains more. 

My heart no cloud of feeling owns, 

Save memory's tangled chain ; 
My breast is aching for the tones 

It ne'er may hear again ; 
Long, long the hours have been, and yet 

They, cannot teach me to forget." 

With earnest gaze and ear intent, 
The queen had o'er the minstrel bent. 
As low beside her harp she kneeled. 
Grief smothered long at once revealed ; 
Till in her soft Castilian eyes 
Unbidden tears were seen to rise, 

E 2 
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And from those full orbs fast were shed 
Upon the maiden's graceful head ; 
Mid her dark tresses glistening 
Like dewdrops on a raven's wing. ] 

And not in vain that lay was sung, 

, And not in vain the bright tears fell, 
. That mercy from King Edward wrung 
As graver chroniclers may tell. 

They tell how soon on Hafren's side 
With regal pomp, and martial pride, 
Llywel>Ti gained his plighted bride ; 
And warriors bade their discord cease, 
And hailed the gleam of promised peace. 
Such gleam, alas ! as seldom cheers 
The record of those bygone years — 
Those pages dark with blood and tears. 

Note. — "The Countess of Leicester, who remained in a 
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nunnery at Montargis, sent her daughter to Wales to marry the 
Prince, and with her came her brother Emeryk, and a goodly 
company. They were made prisoners, and brought to the King, 
who entertained the lady honourably, sending her brother to be 
kept prisoner in Corfe Castle." — Llwyd. 



** The year following, the marriage was celebrated at Worcester 
between Elinor, daughter to Simon Montfort, and Prince 
Llywel)ni, where the King and Queen, and most part of the 
nobility of England, were present." — UwycTs History. 



Eleanor died in childbed on the 21st June, 1282, after Llywelyn 
and his son David had again roused their rough mountain followers 
to a war of independence. See Dr. Pauli's * * Simon de Montfort, " 
translated by Una Goodwin, p. 228. — I M.H. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



FAIRY SONG. 

** Heaven defend us from that Welsh fairy." — 

Shakspeare, 

am a wanderer o'er earth and sea, 
The trackless air has a path for me ; 
Ve may trace my steps on the heather green, 
By the emerald ring where my foot hath been ; 
Ye may hear my voice in the night wind's sigh, 
Or the wood's low moan when a storm is nigh.. 

. My task is to brighten the rainbow's hue. 
To sprinkle the flowers with glittering dew, 
To steep in crimson the evening cloud. 
And wrap the hills in their misty shroud, 
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To track the course of a wandering star, 
And marshal it back to its home afar. 

I am no child of the murky night, 
But a being of music and joy and light ; 
If the fair moon sleep in her bower o'er-long 
I break on her rest with my mirthful song, 
And when she is shining o'er hills and heath, 
I dance in the revels of Gwyn ab NMd.* 

Few are the mortals whose favoured feet 

May tread unscathed where the fairies meet ; 

Woe to the tuneless tongue and ear, 

And the craven heart that has throbbed with fear, 

If I meet them at night on the lonely heath. 

As I haste to the banquet of Gwyn ab Niidd. 

* Pronounced Neath. 
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But joy to the minstrel, whose deathless song 
On the breeze of the mountain is borne along ; 
And joy to the warrior, whose heart and hand 
Are strong in the cause of his native land ; 
For these we are twining our fairest wreath, 
They are welcome as moonlight to Gwyn ab Niidd. 
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THE WHISTLERS. 

There is a belief prevalent in North Wales that the cry of the 
Golden Plover, or (as the peasants term them) the " Whistlers," 
foretells the deat;h of some near friend or relative of the person 
who hears it. 



I. 
There comes a fearful sound at eve on many a sleeping 

vale, 
It thrills the strong man's heart with dread, and 

woman's cheek grows pale ; 
The bolt of heaven, the tempest's wrath, the torrent 

sweeping by. 
Wake less of awe in Gw}Tiedd's breast, than doth that 

plaintive cry. 
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2. 

The youthful peasant bounding on, along his mountain 

way, 
And cheering still the lonely path with some wild 

ancient lay. 
Hushes his song, and stays his step, and prisons in 

his breath ; 
For well his heart that warning knows, the whistlers' 

note of death. 

He strains his gaze to mark the spot where his lone 

mother dwells, 
And deems, that e'en yon curling smoke a tale of 

comfort tells ; 
Yet sighs to think how soon those eyes, alas ! already 

dim. 
May cease to tend the fire,- and watch through the 

long night for him. 
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And now around an ancient hall, the gloomy wanderer 

flits, 
Where, circled by a fairy group, a widowed mother 

sits ; 
She hears, and o*er her children flings a glance of 

shuddering dread, 
Trembling to see some fair bud droop, some floweret 

hang its head. 

5. 
Yon orphan maid the cry has heard, and oh ! what 

terrors press 

Around the pale girl's sinking heart, in its still loneli- 
ness ; 

The work has left those quivering hands, now wildly 
clasped to pray ; 

She has a lover in the wars — a brother far away. 
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6. 

Oh ! bear thou hence thy boding cry, thou evil-omen*d 

bird; 
There's woe, deep woe, for human love, when that 

shrill wail is heard ; 
Some dear one's knell it seems to ring in every startled 

ear; 
Is there on earth one lot so dark, that nought is left 

to fear ? 
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THE EXILE'S SONG. 



** Ah ! I'on ne peut transporter ses dieux penates dans les foyers 
des Strangers." — Mme, de Stael. 



A song came from the exile's dwelling, 

. Broken and slow, 
Like many blended voices telling 

One common woe ; 
And, as I listened to that mournful band, 
It seemed an echo, from my fatherland. 
Of strains that haunt the exile's dreams, and wake 
That burning of the' heart, no tears may slake. 
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Look forth ! the joyous Spring is hasting 

To clear the skies ; 
Her brightest gifts profusely wasting 

On heedless eyes ! 
Coldly we see her buds of hope expand, 
She was more lovely in our fatherland. 



3» 

When Summer's lavish hand is strewing 

All paths with flowers, 
And tears more sad than night's are dewing 

The bloom of ours. 
We sighing think how western breezes fanned 
The glorious summer of our fatherland. 



. Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE EXILE S SONG. 

4. 
When Autumn's ripened stores are glowing 

On field and tree, 
A soft and mellowed radiance throwing 

O'er earth and sea ; 
Though rich her beauties on this foreign strand, 
We loved her better in our fatherland. 



5. 

As gloomy Winter, closing o'er us, 

Chills every heart, 
Like that dark way which frowns before us 

When friends must part. 
We mourn, while heaping high the smoking brand, 
The glad bright hearth — fires of our fatherland. 
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" Our fatherland " ; love's fondest blessing 

Is on our breath ; 
No joy, save memory possessing ; 

We wait for death ; 
One thought alone gives terror to his hand — 
We shall not slumber in our fatherland. 



Note. — All the preceding poems were originally published in 
the ** Cambrian Quarterly Magazine " in the years 1828-32. — 
I.M.H. 
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GUSTAVUS. 

[Gustavus Ericson, or Vasa, having freed his country from the 
yoke of Denmark, was unanimously elected King of Sweden ; 
Christiem, the Danish King, in revenge, caused the mother and 
sister of Gustavus, who were in his power, to be flung into the 
sea. — Vide Vertot*s " Histoire des Revolutions de la SuMe."] 

Whence is the joy of the shouting crowd? 
WTierefore the trumpets braying loud, 
And banners floating free and light, 
And torches flashing far and bright. 
From Upsal's palaces to-night ? 
The radiance falls with fitful gleam, 
Upon the Sala's frozen stream, 
Whose stirless waves, in crested pride, 
Seem as the monarch of the tide 
Had halted there his chivalry, 
To grace that joyous revelry. 

F 
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Hark ! hear ye not the thrilling tone, 

To which the echoes ring ? 
" Hail to Gustavus Ericson — 

To Sweden's patriot king ! 
Our chosen king, whose good right hand 
Has spumed the stranger from the land, 

And sealed our liberty ; 
Nobly his noble task is done. 
And proudly that proud title won — 

The monarch of the free." 
Within yon high and gorgeous hall 
Gustavus holds his festival. 
While gallant knights and ladies fair 
Are met in bright assemblage there. 
He sits enthroned in regal state, 
A king by nature, as by fate, 
Tho* some unspoken sorrow now 
Mars the proud beauty of his brow. 
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He sits in silence, and apart — 

Oh, who may read the human heart ? 

Or say why, in that shining hour, 

That gives him grandeur, fame, and power, 

The monarch's eye grows dim ; 
Or why the patriot's cheek is pale, 
When freedom, gladdening hill and vale, 

His country owes to him ? 
That eye and cheek which faded not. 
E'en with the captive's pining lot : 
Or when (oh, foul ingratitude ! ) 
He vainly for the shelter sued, 

His ancestors had given. 
And turned him from that convent gate, 
A wandering outcast — desolate. 

Disowned of all, save Heaven ! 
Or when his only welcome smiled 
'Mid Dalecarlia's peasants wild. 

F 2 
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Mourns he his Prince, his early friend? 
The warrior has no tears to spend, 

On that half envied grave ; 
Peaceful and glorious be his sleep, 
His fate let none but woman weep — 

He fell as fall the brave. 
Not then for him the monarches eye 

Unconscious falls on vacancy, 
While Beauty's smile, and MinstreFs strain 
Around him woke, and woke in vain. 
The festal hall is seen no more, 
His fancy seeks thy hostile shore — 
Thou stern, wave-thwarting Elsinore. 
He sees two helpless captives stand, 
Unpitied on thy rugged strand — 

A matron grave, and weeping maid, 
Who wildly round her mother clings. 
And then to heaven her white arms flings, 
. And on her brother calls for aid. 
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He sees the smile of fierce delight 

On Christiem's gloomy brow, 
And hears him cry, " Aye, from the height, 

Sweden, I smite thee now ! " 
And then the vision darker grpws, 
And round those gentle sufferers close • 

Slaves of the tyrant's will ; 
There is a sudden splash — a, cry — 
And then the waves howl fearfully, 

And all beside is still. 
Gustavus starts, and wakes again 
To light, and life, and minstrel strain. 

And greets the fair and brave ; 
But irksome is the monarch's part, 
While yet the son's and brother's heart 

Dwells in that moaning wave. 
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THE DEATH OF AGAG. 

The sun went down, ere Israel's hand 

In Havilah was stayed, 
Ere Saul recalled his scattered band. 

And wiped his reeking blade. 
But one was spared of all his foes. 
And ere that sun again arose, 
The Prophet of the Highest came. 
With brow severe, and eye of flame. 
And at his bidding stem and high, 
They led the fall'n one forth to die. 

One little day — and he had been 
The chief of that fair land, 
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And with unshrinking eye, had seen 

Approach the hostile band. 
And now he stands by Jordan's flood, 
All crimsoned with his people's blood, 
And sees where'er his glance he bends. 
Nought but stem foes and faithless friends ; 
The Kenites turned aside to dwell 
Beneath the shield of Israel ; 
And he the last unpitied wreck 
Of all the pride of Amalek. 



He had not learned his trust to place 
In Him who loves not wrong. 

Who to the swift gives not the race, 
Or battle to the strong ; 

And guessed not how his brave could fall. 

So weak, beneath the hand of Saul. 
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And when before the avenger led 
No marvel that the lost one said, 
As round his hopeless eyes he Cast— 
** Surely the bitterness of death is past !" 

And though some instinct, wisely given 

To mortals at their birth, 
Makes the worn heart, however riven, 

Still feebly cling to earth ; 
Yet are there thousands lingering on. 
In this dark world, when all is gone, 
That to their hearts could ever give 
One earthly joy for which to live ; 
Yet shrinking from that pang — tl^e last — 
Although the bitterness of death be past 

The exile, yearning for the home 
He shall not see again ; 
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The mother pining o'er the tomb 

Of those she reared in vain ; 
The patriot, held in servile thrall, 
Doomed to survive his country's fall : 
Or he, most wretched, who has proved 
The worthlessnfess of those he loved : 
For them, where'er such lot be cast, 
"Surely the bitterness of death is past !" 
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THE CHILD'S WATCH. 

Mother, oh, mother ! thy sleep is long — 
The lark is chaunting his matin song ; . 
The flowers spring up where the morning treads, 
And fling the dew from their drowsy heads. 
They told me thou would'st awake again, 
But I watch, and listen, and cry in vain ; 
Thy lowly bed the cold drops wet, — 
Mother, oh, mother ! sleepest thou yet ? 

Wilt thou not wake ? *tis the noontide hour — 
The sunlight dwells on thy own loved bower ; 
While all things else in that light rejoice, 
I listen in vain for thy gentle voice. 
The singing bee, and the dragon fly, 
On their restless wings are glancing by ; 
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The roses blossom thy hand had set, — 
Mother, sweet mother ! sleepest thou yet ? 

Round me the evening shadows close. 
The owl is waked from her day's repose ; 
The yew's dark branches dimly wave, 
But I know no fear by my mother's grave. 
When wilt thou rise from the cold dark earth, 
To smile again on our fireside mirth ? 
Thy name all hearts save mine forget, — 
Mother, dear Mother ! sleepest thou yet ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



76 



REMEMBRANCE. 

" Nessun maggior dolore, 
Che ricardarisi del tempo felice, 
Nella miseria. " — Dante. 

Oh, song of days departed, 
Why dost thou haunt mine ear ? 

To me, the weary hearted, 
Too saddened is thy cheer. 

Odours of withered flowers, 
Why breathe ye still for me ? 

Bringing, of former hours, 
The thought, but not the glee. 

Kind words too idly measured. 
Why seemed ye like a vow ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



REMEMBRANCE. 77 

Bright looks, too fondly treasured, 
Alas 1 what mean ye now ? 

Memories, from day-dreams banished, 

Oh, wherefore haunt my sleep ? 
And at my waking vanished. 

Leave me o'er dreams to weep ! 
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THE WISE MAN^S WISH.* 

Strange was the sage's prayer, 

That he might leave the haunts of men, 
And sleep, till none the earth should bear, 

Who lived around him then. 

Did he thus worship low • 

The idol of earth's great ones — Fame ; 
And only crave to wake, and kno]v 

The homage of his name ? 

Alas ! the spell is broken. 

The voice of praise is strange and drear. 
When not by one loved lip 'tis spoken, 

Nor pleasures one loved ear. 

* Dr. Franklin. 
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Or nobler the demand, 

If he but longed to close his eyes, 
Till they might see his native land 

Among the nations rise. 

Yet what that land, if void 

Of the one home for which we pine — 
A lofty temple undestroyed. 

But with a ruined shrine. 

Did the insatiate thirst 

Of knowledge thus his spirit sway, 
That half impels the soul to burst 

Its darksome home of clay ? 

That ceaseless toils and strives 

(The goal ne*er reached — the prize ne'er won) 
The hoarded lore of many lives 

To gather thus in one ? 
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For this, would he have roved 
The shores the wide Atlantic laves, 

To find, of all he knew or loved, 
Naught save forgotten graves ? 

Could his own era give 

No home, no friend, no love, no tie ? 
And had he none for whom to live. 

That thus he wished to die ? 

Still, while to meet and part, 

Makes human joy and human care, 

Strange, to affection's single heart, 
Must seem the Sage's prayer. 
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A REVERIE. 

Oh ! vain, vain musings, wherefore creep 

Around my loaded heart ? 
Ye cannot lull one pain to sleep, 

Or bid one care depart. 

Time's restless hand, that blights and sears. 

Has passed across my brow ; 
The dreamy joys of other years 

Are not my solace now. 

The brightness, that around them shone, 

Has waned to twilight gleams ; 
The melody of gay hours gone, 
* A dying echo seems. 

o 
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Whence is the change, and what the spell ? 

And where the mystery ? 
Alas ! two words the secret tell — 

Hope lost in memory. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE FORGET-ME-NOT * 

They stood beside a deep blue ake, 

A stately knight, a maiden air — ' 
The sky shone brightly o'er their head, 
The mountains seemed a barrier spread, 
Twixt them and earthl/care. 

What recked they, if behind them lay, 
A world of woe, and strife, and lies ; 

They looked on Heaven's sunny glow, 

On Heaven in the lake below — 
Heaven in each other*s eyes. 

* The tale is told in Mill's " History of Chivalry." 

G 2 
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Poor wanderers in this nether world, 

Trained to our mournful parts, we come ; 
Silent our hopes, and loud our fears — 
Sorrow has words, and sighs, and tears, 
But joy most oft is dumb. 



There was no ripple on the wave, 

There was no cloud upon the sky ; 
Silent they stood, and nought was heard. 
Save when the mountain's kingly bird 
Floated majestic by. 

They watched their shadows' lengthening fall, 
Till, half-afraid the calm to break, 

The maiden pointed with a smile. 

Where flowers upon a fairy isle 
Peered o'er the glassy lake. 
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The passing wish, if wish it were, 

Her gentle lips no utterance gave, 
But as she gazed across the tide, 
Her lover darted from h6r side, 

And plunged into the wave. 

Fearless she sees him onward wend — 
The isle is gained, the wreath is won ; 

He turns ; ah ! does her eye grow dim ? 

Or does, indeed, the failing limb 
Refuse to bear him on ? 



Is there no help ? Her eager gaze 

Glances o'er mountain, wave, and sky ; 
The sky and wave are gleaming bright. 
The eagle, from the mountain height, 
Mocks her despairing cry. 
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Vain, vain her shrill and anguished shriek — 
Vain, vain his fierce and wild endeavour ; 
His dying voice floats o'er the tide 
" Dearest, forget me not, my bride ! " 
He sinks, and sinks for ever. 

The fatal flowers are gently borne 
On circling eddies to the spot, 
Where she had fallen — and at her feet. 
Seem still those death-tones to repeat 
" Dearest, forget me not ! " 



Ages have darkened o'er her grave — 
Yet thou hast been, since that sad hour, 

Still cherished on thy fragile stem ; 

Affection's darling — Memory's gem — 
A consecrated flower. 
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In many a clime, in many a tongue, 
Thou, haunting well, or stream, or grot, 

Borrowest familiar tones, and dear, 

To cheat Love's superstitious ear, 
Whispering " Forget me not." 

And dost thou love the minstrel's lay ? 

And would'st thou cheer the poet's lot ? 
Then go for me, kind flower, and bear 
To those I love, thy lowly prayer — 

Bid them " Forget me not." 
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EXPERIENCE. 

They smile to hear me say I'm old, 
They mock me in their glee ; 

Tis not the suinmers I have told 
That weigh so heavily. 

It is not that my hair is grey, 

Or that liiy eyes are dim ; 
Time has not dulled mine ear, they say, 

Or checked the active limb. 

Tis true — ^and yet my plaint of age 

Is not a vain pretence ; 
To some life's lengthened pilgrimage 

Brings but a quickened seiise. 
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An iron measuring-rod it brings, 

And balance-weights of woe, 
And searcheth deep in hidden things. 

That youth may never know. 

Youth gazes on a laughing grace, 

And nought beyond would ask ; 
I look on grief's distorted face 

Behind that smiling mask. 

I look upon a young fair face. 

Which grief may never cloud ; 
E'en there, my practised eye may trace 

The shadow of the shroud. 

Youth deems each sweet and gentle phrase 

Of truth and feeling bom ; 
But I have heard the voice of praise 

Speak envy, pride, or scorn. 
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The spirit, hidden pangs have stirred, 

Speaks sharply to mine ear ; 
And often, in a reckless word, 

That bitter tone I hear. 

And laughter, ringing clear and shrill, ' 

The mother tongue of mirth ; 
Oh ! e'en in childhood's laugh lurk still 

Some jarring notes of earth. 

And ask you how this lore was earned 
Of word, and look, and tQne ? 

Oh ! while the heart within me burned, 
I've marked it in mine own. 

And this, what men' experience call, 
And this their much prized truth ? 

Take — take this gathered wisdom all, 
And give me back my youth ! 
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THE LADY OF THE RHINE. 

The lady sat in her castle fair, 

Above the flowing Rhine — 
Nobles and knights were thronging there, 

As pilgrims to her shrine. 

The first who told his offers o'er 

Was a lord of wealth and fame ; 
He boasted of his golden store. 

And his proud and stainless name. 

'* Lady," he said, " if wealth and power 

May win thee to be mine. 
With Eastern gems I'll deck thy bower. 

On the beauteous banks of Rhine." 
But she tinned in scorn from his proff'er'd gold, 
For woman's heart may not be sold. 
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And next there came the chieftain bold, 

Of many a proud domain, 
And lofty was the tale he told, . 

That lady's heart to gain. 

" If thou dost joy in hawk or hound, 

Oh, lady, wend with me ; 
My forests fair are spreading round, 

Far as thine eye can see. 
The vaults, my castle halls below. 

Are stored with ruby wine ; 
And far my sunny vineyards glow, 

Along the banks of Rhine." 
But hawk, and hound, and wide domain 
To win the heart are all in vain. 

A youthful knight stepped boldly forth, 
With. frank and dauntless word ; 
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" Lady, IVe nought to meet thy worth 

But love and my own good sword. 
I am a soldier, littie taught 

In courtly haunts to shine, 
But I will fight as thy fathers fought 

On the glorious banks of Rhine." 
A tear in the lady's eye grew bright, 
But her love was not for the gallant knight. 

A minstrel came from a Western isle. 

And his voice was low and sweet ; 
Joyous and proud was the minstrel's smile, 

As he knelt at the lad/s feet. 

" No costly gems, no gold I bring, 

From my home beyond the deep. 
But mine the song thou hast loved t9 sing. 

And the lay that hath made thee weep. 
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Then, lady, scan this courtly throng, 
And choose 'tween them and me ; 

My heart, and my one poor gift of song, 
Are all I offer thee. 

And not for love of thy sunny smile. 

Or thy blue eyes' gentle shine, 
May I forsake my western isle. 

For the pleasant banks of Rhine." 

The lady hath passed from her bower away, 
Her castle is mouldering in slow decay ; 
She is gone to light with her beariiing smile 
The minstrel's home in his western isle ; 
Fairest and last of that ancient line, 
She has wandered away from the banks of 
Rhine. 
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THE ECLIPSE. 

I sate and watched the moon's eclipse, 
With glistening eye and parted lips, 

And heart that wildly thrilled ; 
- I watched the shadow wax and wane, 
Yet sooth no science warmed the vein 

That thus my being filled. 

I sate alone in deepest shade, 
And listened to the wind that made 

The light-leaved aspens quiver ; 
All else was still — above, around, 
Save that there came a murmured sound 

From my own gentle river. 

Yet though the scene was passing fair, 

'Twas not its beauty chained me there, 

Nor that bright orb to view; 
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No, 'twas the thought, in that still time, 
Of some who, in a distant clime, 
Perchance were gazing too. 

It was a fond and foolish thought. 
And with a saddened feeling fraught — 

As pondering mournfully, 
I deemed their fancy wide would range 
'Mong those who watched that shadowy change, 

But never light on me. 

As half aloud I breathed their name, 
A wiser, holier sorrow came, 

More pure from earthly leaven ; 
The moon was darkened, and I sighed — 
Alas ! *tis thus earth's shadows glide 

Still between me and heaven ! 
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'PQ ♦ * * * 

Dearest, while thou art far away, 

To thee my thoughts unceasing roam ; 

Amid the busy an(i the gay, 

My heart is in thine vmknown home. 

Thick fogs obscure these gloomy walls, 
Untuneful sounds are round me kneUing, 

Yet dream I how the sunlight falls 

On blossomed woods, where thou art dwelling. 

Oh, thus, whene'er our paths divide. 
May all the sunshine rest on thine. 

And I content will darkly glide, 

With but that thought to comfort mine. 



H 
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" WHAT IS TRUTH ? » 

Fancy and Hope, oh fond delusion, 

Their spells around me fling ; 
One making mine each bright illusion 

The other loves to sing. 

Vain Fanc/s hoards of airy pleasures, 

She pileth wide and high ; 
They change — as childhood's fairy treasures 

In age's altered eye. 

Hope cheers me on through hours of sorrow, 

Gilding the future way ; 
Yet evermore her brilliant morrow 

Fadeth in dull to-day ! 
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Oh solemn Truth ! thy face is pale, 
Yet fearful bright thine eye ; 

Beneath thy glance nyf-^riSons quail- 
At thycbiirtouch they die. 





H 2 
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TO EARTH. 

My Mother Earth — my Mother Earth ! 

O take me to thy quiet breast, 
Where gnawing cares and hollow mirth, 

And cheating hopes are all at rest. 
Oh, whither can the weak heart flee. 
Where seek a shelter, but with thee ? 



Sweet Mother, thou art sorely wronged, 
By some who prate of earthly joys ; 

As if to thy meek hand belonged. 

The pomp and pride, the strife and noise, 

That make men toil, and moan, and rave, 

Bet^^ixt the cradle and the grave ! 
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What though within thy nursing fold 

(That gives the sinless flowers their life) 

Thou hidest steel, and gems, and gold, 

Those fruitful seeds of greed and strife ? 

Yet Man's the blame, and Man's the loss, 

Who turns thy precious gifts to dross i 

Sweet Mother ! thou art green and fair, 
As when from out thy Maker's hand, 

Launched gently through the yielding air, 
Thy path to seek at His command ; 

Or if some scars deform thy face, 

'Tis Man has left the marring trace. 

I'm weary of the failing reed. 

The broken cisterns, rent and dry ; 

Dumb idols ! at my utmost need. 

Unmindful — heedless of my cry ! 
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If thou had'st clasped me at my birth, 
Much had been spared, dear Mother Earth. 

Oh Mother ! find me for my rest. 

Some silent, lonely, dim retreat ; 
Then wrap me in thy kindly breast, 

And thither charm some wandering feet. 
And on the stone be warning borne. 
For all who sin, or strive, or mourn, 
That hallowed tears of priceless worth 
May fall on thee, my Mother Earth. 
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THE DYING CADET. 



**Hame, hame, hame, hame, 
Fain wad I be, 
O hame, hame, hame, 

In my ain cpuntrie." — J(uobite Relics. 



My far-off home, whose voices come, 
With the night wind, o'er the deep, 

As I lonely watch the billows' foam, 
While all around me sleep. 

I joy not in our vessel's race, 

Across the bounding sea. 
Each wave but rolls a lengthened space, 

My home, 'tween thee and me. 
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But I love to search the deep blue skies, 
Till the stars, that stud their dome, 

Smile on me, like the kindly eyes 
That light my far-off home. 

I listen while my comrades tell 

Gay tales of other times. 
And paint the varied charms that dwell 

In yon fair Eastern climes. 

Their gorgeous roses' rich array. 

The azure lotus flower — 
More dear to me one jasmine spray 

That scents my mother's bower. 

Their pure fresh fountains ever playing 

Within the marble dome — 
I better love the brook that's straying 

Around my far-off home. . 
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On my pale brow, Death's <!:hilling hand . 

Hath set a signet true ; * 
What cafe I for that foreign land 

I may not live to view ? 

If slumber soothe my pain awhile, 

My mother's eyes I see. 
My little sister's quiet smile, 

My brother's noisy glee. • 

Deep, deep and still, my rest will be. 

Beneath the white sea-foam ; 
That sleep will bring no dreams of thee, 

My home — my far-off home. 
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" I HAD A VISION IN MY SLEEP." * 

I sate in a village churchyard fair, 
When the lime blossom scented the evening air ; 
And I watched the sun as a king go down, 
With his crimson robe and his golden crown ; 
And thought, as I numbered each turfy mound, 
How many unconscious slumbered round, 
Who oft had looked on that westering sun, 
With lighter hearts than I had done — 
And how years might roll those slumberers o'er, 
And they should look on the sun no more ; 
And a shuddering smote me as I said, 
Alas for the Dead ! the joyless Dead ! 

Sad in the holy ground I stayed ; 
The wind no more through the lime trees played ; 
• Campbell. 
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Their mighty branches no shadow gave, 
And I could not trace a single grave, 
And the stirless air felt chill and thick, 
And my spirit quailed, and my heart beat quick 5 
, Then there arose from the graves around, 
Something that was not voice or sound ; 
There was no breath, no tone, no word, 
Yet spirits spake, and my spirit heard. 



" Oh, joy for us that life is o'er, 
That we may look on the sun no more ; 
That never more on our aching eyes. 
Another day of toil may rise ;- 
And we no more, when the sun is set, 
Our weary couch with tears shall wet ; 
All undisturbed is our darksome bed, — 
Joy for the Dead ! the untroubled Dead. 
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" Say not we sleep — for sleepers start, 
With burning head and throbbing heart, 
t'rom dreams of fear, or hate, or strife, 
The restless shadows of restless life ; 
Call it not sleep, our dreamless rest. 
For never babe, on its mother's breast. 
Lay free as we from care or dread, — 
Joy for the Dead ! the unsorrowing Dead I 



'" We have hoped — and what in the wide world's scope 

Of falsest things, is false as hope ? 

False is the blossom that brings not fruit ; 

False the fair tree with a canker'd root ; 

And the rainbow that smiles in a watery sky, 

And the sparkling stream that in summer is dry ; 

These come and pass — ^but when Hope is fled — 

Joy for the Dead — ^the uncheated Dead ! 
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" We have feared — and Fear is a tyrant grim, 
That blanches the cheek, and fetters the limb. 
And crushes the spirit with iron sway ; 
But that ague-fever is passed away — 
No more to the wrath of the storm we bow, 
The oppressor's fury — ^where is it now ? 
They reach us not iii our earth-bound bed — 
Joy for the Dead ! — the unfearing Dead ! 



" We have loved — oh, is there one mortal grief, 

But lies in those words, so few, so brief? 

False Love has chilled us with bitter scorn. 

True Love has left us its loss to mourn, 

And Love untold — that long, dull pain — 

'Tis past — we listen no more in vain 

For the loved one's voice, or the loved one's tread — 

Joy for the Dead ! the unloving Dead." 
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Ended, not hushed, thk echoless song, 
In the holy ground I lingered long ; 
Again the wind through the lim^s^ees blew, 
Again the branches their shadows th^e^. 
The moon arose, and her lustre gave 
Brightness and beauty to every grave ; 
But I — I turned from her silent rays 
Back to the world, and its troubled ways ; 
And the thought is here, though the dream^ 
Joy for the Dead ! the unsorrowi»jf13ead. 
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THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 

The die is cast, the lot* is drawn — 
The glad, the wretched, all are gone, 
Save one who lingers on the shore. 
Unmindful of the breakers' roar ; 
And heedless of the tempest's din, 
She has a wilder strife within. 
Know ye the lot for which she sighs — 
That envied lot her fate denies ? 
To leave her pleasant native land, 

In distant climes to roam, 
' And seek, on some far foreign strand. 

Her country and her home. 

To train her unaccustomed ear, 

New accents, harsh and strange, to hear, 

* On the departure of a regiment for foreign service. 
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And half forget the kindly tongue 
In which her lullaby was sung ; 
To rend all earthly ties, save one, 

And that the latest given ; 
Perchance by India's burning sun, 

To see that lone tie riven ; 
To see the strong man powerless lie, 

That burning sun beneath. 
And watch his dim and glazing eye, 

And comfort strive to breathe. 



Or if the fever spare his life, 
To seek on some dread field of strife, 
All that the foe's relentless glaive 
Has left her of the kind 'and brave ; 
And scare the jackals from their prey. 
Perhaps ere life has ebb'd away ; 
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And wipe the death-damp from his brow, 
That e'en on her looks sadly now ; 
And hear him panting for the rills 
That gush amid their native hills. 
And when his voice she hears no more, 
And knows the last faint struggle o'er, 
To fling her down where he departed — 
A widow'd exile, broken-hearted. 
Poor mourner, and is this the lot 
So wildly craved, but granted not ? 



She heard her doom with thrilling start. 
Like the last wild bound of the stricken hart ; 
Then sank upon the wave-beat shore, 
As life and hope at once were o'er. 
Her infant boy beside her stands, 
And clasps her with his tiny hands, 

I 
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And deep indeed a mother's pain, 
When that weak clasp can plead in vain. 

Stern sceptic to affection's creed, 

Thy worldly faith above — 
Go look on her, if thou would'st read 

The truth and depth of love. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



115 



THE WINDS. 

Oh, Autumn wind, I like thee well. 
Albeit thou art the passing bell 
Of dying hopes, I love thy knell — 

Sad Autumn wind. 

Stem Winter's harsh and angry blast, 
A hoarse upbraiding seems to cast, 
Thou gentlier mind'st me of the past — 

Soft Autumn .wind. 

The Spring breeze comes with tones of mirth 
That well beseem fresh nature's birth. 
But thine the lay more meet for earth- 
Drear Autumn wind. 

I 2 
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Sweet is the Summer's whispering breath, 
And sweet the words she whispering saith ; 
But thou — oh, speak'st to me of Death, 

Chill Autumn wind. 

At Winter's voice I shivering start, 
Unblest the Spring and Summer part ; 
Thou wak'st the echoes of my heart, — 

Oh Autumn wind ! 

And sickening at a gladder tone 
I love to list, all still and lone. 
Thy fitful gust — thy sullen moan, — 

Sad Autumn wind. 
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CONTROVERSY. 

I had a dream —oh, did I only dream? 

Two mighty hosts for bitter strife arrayed — 
The Bible one, and one the Cross displayed ; 

And much I mused how these opposed could seem. 

But in the midst three radiant forms were seen — 
From either host apart, serene and bright, 
And clad in snow-white raiment, till the fight 

Had marred with dust and blood their spotless sheen. 

Then fearfully the din of battle rose, 

And holy names, spoke in unholy ire — 
I saw the bravest and the best retire ; 

And friends estranged were turned to- deadliest foes ; 

Yet the worst harms, methought, fell on those three, 

Meek sufferers all — ^Truth, Peace and Charity! 
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A LIFE. 

I turned me from the world and its beguiling, 
To gaze upon a scene of holier charms — 
A fair young mother, clasped in whose fond arms, 

In rosy sleep, a little child lay smiling. 

Years passed — a widow'd matron, weary hearted. 
Wept o'er her only hope — yet prayed to God, 
That he might tread the path his father trod ; 

And so the stripling to the wars departed. 

A few brief days, and, 'mid the dead and dying, 
The hideous carnage of a battle field. 
Grasping the banner he had scorned to yield — 

Lovely in death, the bright-haired boy was lying ; 

Yet calm his smile as on his mother's breast — 

Alas ! poor youth, how changed his couch of rest ! 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST: 

A BALLAD. 

Written in January y 1855. 

" But now they are moaning on ilka green loaning — 
The Flowers of the Forest are a' wede away. " 

# * * # 

** But ilk ane sits drearie, lamenting her dearie — 
The Flowers of the Forest are weded away." 

* * * * 

*' The Flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost, 
The prime of our land, are cauld in the clay. " — 

Lament for Flodden,* 

Was no word of warning breathed forth on that 
morning, 
When mustered our thousands before break oT 
day? 

* The writer, trusting to her memory only, misquoted the 
words of the old ballad, and used them in a sense not in strict 
accord with their true meaning. The variance, however, seems 
to me quite allowable. I have now given the quotation from 
the old ballad correctly, as it is printed in Archbishop Trench's 
** Household Book of English Voetry,"^J,MIf. 
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Throbbed the heart of that city with pride or with^ 
pity, 
As gathering crowds followed the martial array ?, 
Steady and strong came the tread of the numbers, — 
The sound of the bugle — the tramp of the 
steed — 
And the Queen of the island rose up from her slumbers 
To greet her brave soldiers and give them " God 
speed." 

Ah ! no voice of warning those bold hearts affrighted, 

But glad exultation beat high in each breast. 
For England and France in their strength had united, 
To smite the oppressor— to shield the oppressed. 
Yet while " God save the Queen " on the echoes was 

swelling, 
And the song of Queen Hortense pealed graceful and 
gay, 
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Why on my lone ear came that old dirge still knelling, 
" The Flowers of the Forest are weeded away ? " 

I stood on the shore when those fair ships departed, 
Hearts of oak — hands of steel — how they clus- 
tered on deck ; 
But, though sorrow at home might be biding sick- 
hearted, 
What voice in that throng spoke of danger or 
wreck? 
Yes— while " Rule Britannia " triumphant was rolling. 
And " Cheer boys, cheer " echoed from shore and 
from bay, 
Still my heart's stubborn beating those words kept 
repeating — 
" The Flowers of the Forest are weeded away ? " 

And many a proud vessel, as gallantly freighted. 
Has since left our shores for that pitiless sea. 
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Where war's greedy demon, imsoothed and unsated. 

Cries, more and yet more of thy children for me I 
The white face of pest, and the red hand of slaughter, 
Have stalked through our brave ranks and made 
them a prey; 
And countless the graves by the Alma's dark water. 
Where the Flowers of the Forest are weeded 
away. 

. How ghostly that field, where the muskets' fierce rattle, 
The cannons' hoarse booming, seem hushed to a 
sigh ; 
Where the white-headed vet'ran has fought his last 
battle, 
The golden-haired stripling has lain down to die ! 
There lies the proud charger, left bleeding to languish, 
There stands the strong rider, his hand on the 
mane — 
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And some poor wounded soldier gasps out in his 
anguish, . 
The name of a loved one he calls on in vain. 

Then wide o'er the land rose the voice of our wailing, 
From the hut of the lowly — the hall of the 
proud — 
One tempest of sorrow, the firmest heart quailing — 
The humble had crushed and the lofty had 
bowed ! 
Old Christmas passed by with its mirth and its holly, 
The new year sped onward — unheeded its day — 
Those words seemed to moan in the carol's quaint 
folly, 
" The Flowers of the Forest are weeded away." 

Ah ! who can forget, how the dark cloud hung o'er us 
When bidden our place at the banquet to fill ! 
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How sickening we turned from the feast set before us, 
With a prayer for the absent, the hungry and 
chill ! 

Oh, tale of disaster 1 Oh, theme of upbraiding ! 
How perish our chosen by night and by day ! 

While cold, wet, and hunger, the foeman are afding, 
The flowers of the Forest are withering away ! 

Yet, bear on, brave hearts, in your earnest endeavour, 
With purpose unshaken — ^with courage unspent — 
The night of oppression must fall, and for ever, 

The stronghold of tyrants be shivered and rent. 
And England's pale daughters, bereaved and pining — 
Let one thought alone be your help and your 
stay, 
Look — ^look to the bright world where Hope's star is 
shining, 
Where the flowers aye shall bloom that are 
weeded away. 
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THE DAY OF REJOICING. 

September, 1855. 

There is joy in the Highland Castle, 
Where the Queen of the nation dwells ; 

There is joy in the humblest shieling, 
Where the shepherd that message tells. 

Where the echoes of Craig-na'-gowan 

Ring forth to the Nation's Hymn, 
And the mountain's red fire is flinging 

Its glare o'er the fqrest dim. 

But woe for the brave ones perished, 

Since greenly those branches grew. 
Which (heaped on that pile for the false news) 

Are kindled at last for the true. 
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For some white lips still must, quiver, 
Some hearts will be chilled and sore, 

/With a sigh for the Alma River, 
Or a prayer for the Black Sea shore. 

There is joy in the Sultan's city 
That gleams o'er the dark blue sea ; 

And a hope for the paling crescent 
Of the sad-eyed Osmanli. 

There is joy where the vintage is glowing. 

And lighter will be the dance, 
And louder the chant of glory 

On the sunshiny hills of France. 

The peaks of the snow-clad mountains 

May list to the shouting afar : 
Where the lofty Sardinian has given 

His chosen and best to the war. 
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And wider, and ever wider, 

Those tidings shall circle the world, 
Where our friendly tongues are spoken, 

And our friendly pennons unfurled. 

Through the length and breadth of England, 

Over hill, and dale, and down. 
Sweet bells, and the voice of cheering, 

Come mingled from tower and town. 

The toil-worn mechanics gather, 

And listen with eager eye. 
And the sturdy sun-browned reaper 

Is flinging his sickle by. 

For where is the murky alley, 

That may not the triumph share. 
Or the hamlet, so still and lonely. 

That says not, " our own are there?" 
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And hark, in that field of gleaners, 
How they whisper with bated breath. 

Of that harvest, afar off gathered 
By the mighty reaper. Death. 

How one " followed our gay young master, 
When boldly the colorus he bore ! " 

And anon comes the same sad ending — 
A grave by the Black Sea shore. 

Then oh, let our joy be chastened, 
And tamed in its hour of pride. 

By the pale, pale shade of sorrow, 
Still ringing her hands beside ! 

Alas ! for the vacant places 

By many an English hearth ! 
Alas ! for the fair young faces, 
^So wistful amidst our mirth ! 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE DAY OF REJOICING. 1 29 

For the choking gasp of anguish 
That the strong man fain would hide ; 

For the wail of the childless mother, 
And the moan of the widowed bride ! 

Forget not the loved and the lost ones, 

Whom tempests shall vex no more, 
In their rest by the Alma river. 

Their sleep by the Black Sea shore. 

Oh, England, our brave old England, 

We pray that thou yet ma/st be. 
For the exile, a city of refuge — 

For thy children, the home of the free. 

God grant that no selfish endeavour 

]^ay sully the growth of thy might ; 
God grant that thine arm may be strengthened, 

When only it strikes for the right ! 

K 
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God grant that our striving for freedom 
May hallow the blood we have shed ! 

That our aim and our faith to the living, 
Be true as our love for the dead ! 

Then proudly our children's* children 
Shall the names of the brave tell o'er, 

Who fought by the Alma river — 
Who sleep by the Black Sea shore. 



f 
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SONG. 

Written at the commencement of the Volunteer Movement, 

There are sounds of strife in the troubled world, 

And a throb of coming pain ; 
Xnd banners, we saw but newly furled, 

Are waving wild again. • 
And who is friend, and who is foe, 

We hardly yet may tell ; 
But those, who love not Freedom, know 

That we love Freedom well. 
Then ask not, whence the storm may come, 

Or what its mutt'rings mean ; 
But arm, men ! arin for our island home. 

And the home of our island Queen. 



• 



K 2 
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We will not doubt, we will not fear, 

Nor will we boast our might ; 
But " Home " shall be our battle cheer, 

And " God defend the right." 
Who welds the iron, or delves the soil, 

Has an arm for his country too ; 
And hands, unused to harder toil, 

May level a rifle true. 
From pen or plough, from forge or loom. 

Whatever the work has been. 
We'll arm, we'll arm for our island home, 

And the home of our island Queen. 
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THE TWO BISHOPS. 

[A Sydney paper contained an account of a missionary voyage 
made by the Bishops of New Zealand and Newcastle among the 
islands, which would interest many an old Johnian, reminding 
him of Selwyn and Tyrrell, and the "Lady Margaret" boat, of 
which they were most efficient oars. It suggested the following 
lines, supposed to be written by one of the old crew.] 

Oh ! merry were the days of old, 

Beside Cam^s lazy stream ; 
And oft-times, in life's busy track. 
The memories of those days rush back, 

Like a forgotten dream. 

The river's alive with flying boats — 
. The shore with throng and shout, 
And the men of St. John 
Dart foremost on, 

For their oars are true and stout. 
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And we proudly deem that of all the craft, 

That e'er on the river met, 
The bravest boat, that was ever afloat, 

Is our " Lady Margaret." 



Where are they now, our fearless band, 
Who toiled in the mimic strife ? 

Who best have sped with sail and oar ? 

And who lie stranded on the shore 
Of this rough stream of life ? 



Aye, many were those days of old, 
The sunniest days on earth ! 

Yet no thought of glee 

Brought now to me 

The memory of their mirth. 
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Twas a vision of a lonely barque 

On the broad Pacii&c wave — 
A barque of little pride or state, 
But one that bears a priceless freight 

In two true hearts and brave. 



I seem to watch them on their way — 

The gentle and the just — 
Gone nobly forth to brave and bear 
Peril, and pain, and toil, and care. 
Firm in their watchword " Trust." 



And I ask in their earnest labours now, 
. Ah ! do they quite forget 
How in youth's bright weather 
They pulled together 

In the " Lady Margaret ? ' 
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Or sometimes, on their vessel's deck, 

When they rest at close of day, 
And talk of many a friendly band. 
Linking their hearts to their Fatherland — 
That land so far away ; 

Do they think of us in our EngHsh homes. 

Who fondly remember yet. 
How they were two 
Of our joyous crew 

In the " Lady Margaret ? " ' 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A. C. H., 

When Three Years Old, 
On his leaving Montgomeryshire for London, 

Away, let us be going, 

And while the wind is blowing 

We'll sit upon 
This bjoad grey stone. 
And watch the waters flowing. 

The merry bells are ringing. 
The lark above is singing : 

As down they dash 

With pleasant splash. 
The pebbles we are flinging. 
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I 

When, with its tide advancing, 

You see the broad*Thames glancing, 

Remember too 

The River Rhiew,* 
That down the rocks is dancing. 

In town you'll see fresh faces, 
With London airs and graces ; 

But don't forget. 

My own sweet pet, 
Old friends and pleasant places. 

* A Montgomeryshire river. 
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A NAME. 

"And a woman's waving shadow 
Is passing to and fro. " — Longfellow, 

Sweet is the flower that blooms by night, 

Alike in storm and calm \ 
Alike if skies be dark or bright, 

Spreads round its fragrant balm. 

Dear is the bird whose thrilling song 
Pours through the midnight drear, 

As if it comfort bore along 
For sorrow's sleepless ear. 

Loved is that lady, far away. 

On holiest mission sent. 
To bless the dreariest night or day 

Of lives for England spent. 
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A NAME. 



And flower, and bird, and woman's fame, 
Our English tongue shall fail, 

Ere English hearts forget the name 
Of Florence Nightingale. 




HARRISON AND SONS, PRINTERS IN ORDINARY TO HER MAJESTY, 

ST. martin's lane. 
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